This was so stoutly supported byTrospero that between them Don
Alvaro and he swept the Viceroy into a reluctant consent. Having
von it, they went to work at once to make ready for departure. *
All through that day the quays of Naples vibrated with the activity
of swift preparation and equipment, and in the dead cairn of that
summer evening the fleet set out, and laid a north-westerly course for
the Straits of Boniface.	*
Madonna Gianna was left behind, in the care of the Prince of
Orange and his sister, the Countess of Nassau-Chalons* Because of
the difficult situation in which she found herself, the chivalrous prince
and his warm-hearted sister were at more than ordinary pains to treat
her as an honoured guest. In that sombre Angevin fortress she was
lodged with the Countess in the noble apartments that once had been
del Vasto's, and all the Vice-Regal resources were at her command, to
supply her every need.
To those apartmertfs Prospero had gone in quest of her with news
of the desperate enterprise upon which he was to set forth.
If it relieved the fears in which she had encouraged him to render
an exact account of the events at Djsrba, it replaced them by others
even more appalling. Yet whilst alluding to them she gallantly pre-
served her calm.
"You go to face great dangers, Prospero," she said.
"It is no new territory for me.   I know my way in it,**
She shook her head. "It was never like this. They have told me
of the strength of Dragut's fleet. The odds are such that I must stay
{ you if I dared. Yet I dare not. Standing where you do we must
accept it." And then, shedding some of her calm, and allowing
passion to appear, she added: "See whither this ill-starred pursuit of
vengeance has brought you. You have encompassed the Lord
Andrea's ruin, as you vowed; but how terribly it recoils upon you."
He answered her as he had answered Orange. "The AdmiraPs
ruin has resulted from the circumstances. It was no part of my
design.'*
"But you! Would you undo it, Prospero? Would you, if it
were not for the harm resulting to you ?"
He was wistful. "It is easy to affirm it. Yet it is true. For your
dear sake and for my own, I would make peace with Doria if it lay
within my power."
"Too late, dear love," she lamented. "All that you can now do is
what you are doing. Though I should lose you, I cannot repine the
step you take. For it offers you the only chance of redemption from
the ruin to which that accursed feud has brought you."
He sighed, "Redemption will, depend upon the measure of the
amend that fortune will enable me to make. It will need to be enough
to restore my honour, or else more than honour will be lost to me."
"What more?"
"You, my Gianna.*'
She smiled with a touch of scorn. "Do you think I am concerned
for the world's opinion of you, Prospero? There can never be
199

